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231. Ifa ghost appeared to me during the night, it could glow with 
a weak whitish light; but if it looked grey, then the light would have 


to appear as though it came from somewhere else. 


Ludwig Wittgenstein, Remarks on Colour 
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THE GUNS AND FLAGS PROJECT 


THE PREMIERE OF REAPPEARANCE 


It is passionately in our lives, the smell of rain, 
radiation of an oil through the middle of the day, 
the taste abides, old fruit on a plate 

but after so long the rind is clear 

and the knife an ignorant hiss of traffic 

in which a girl feels the value of her picture 
loosening and now there are many of her 

moving prematurely in the fumes 

as the town goes into darkness a closed shop, 

a field, and several clouds of workers at a time, 
and if they’re found to be angry the state suggests 
they are hung from the sky by their fists. 

Has it just happened or was it always 

a bearded skull of perfume has been brought about 
to load the streets with gray opera 

and, wet, to never stop really beginning, 

to loom within the interest like a poison? 

The house is cleaner, if also colder, 

a wound that one is happy to have, the mist 

is silent in the first of the rain, the guards are seduced, 
looking up through a beaded mask 

the dirty white sky beats with a thought 

that only from a distance are the stars idle 

and burning most truly when wet and obscured. 
All that fails is for walking out again 

to be set in the failing light of bells, 


the easy money of their moistly falling 

along a parapet gray enough to feel 

but not to see. His ghost had come there 

but so had hers and they had never met 

though often photographed together 

in lush black and white, intimate and slow, 

a humid model of how it had just been, 

and now they would meet in one invisible figure 
made of thoughts in the promising rain, 

the silver milk which is all they ever were 
rising and falling in the suddenly heavy air. 

All objects are about to be replaced 

but they stay that way, poised on a chronic edge, 
it is the vaguest of times, the heart of a wave, 
and a sheet of water settles on an unmade bed, 
the street shines, deepened by conversation. 

It has become its own guest, casting lights 

up to the surface it then abandons 

and the water preserves them there for awhile. 
It is passionately in our lives, the smell of rain, 
the small wet mortal road it makes 

within a sound of far-off bells, 

annotations from the next year of sleep, 

no map of how it falls though once more 

the many daughters of it are here, bearing away 
an unmailed letter of the way back, 

and though it comes as a drift of absent faces 


its girls are also sons, by which we lose them. 


SECOND SHIFT 


Everyone at work is trading pictures 

of being impaled on a fence, always the same 

a figure stands against the golden hour, 

mouth open as a brickcolored memento 

of the soul refusing to enclose the body, 

the sky caught in mid-replacement 

deserves some extra contemplation about when, 
nothing moves faster than an endless threat, 

the honey piles up in a stopped time, 

there is this ringing sound not happening. 

Still, they go on taking pictures of sunset 

through office windows as though the frame doesn’t matter, 
there’s not much distance between home and work 
and one could live in the suave roilings of that sky, 
as if the absence of themselves lets them have 

the part that won’t remember its changes 

in time to descend and become a red flag. 

To look at them is to die and come to life 

and then go on reading desperate papers 

against the changing fur of the clock— 

it’s work, the road down the middle of you, 

and though the light fades there are these people on it 
trading pictures at the time they were taken; 

the sun drops below the height of effigy, 

the twilight dries its long tacit flowers, 


borrowing shadows from courtrooms and mountain films, 


aerial photographs of trackless blue snow, 

portraits of missing children, their lack of return 
that helps the snow sleep more gravely 

though it is heavily elsewhere in time, 

not yet tame enough to fall. 

Even at work one remembers what it’s like 

to have dusk mistake the body for a tragedy, 

to be bleeding in high places, taking the seep 

of silent dictation in a purple dome, 

to feel that some clouds run in fear of weddings 
while others hang with the curliness of victors, 
all-inclusive as a bishop’s syntax, — 

as their light goes they even hang quickly, 

rotating inside the awkward smell of milk, 
strangely accelerating through an offer of softness. 
Last thoughts of them begin to taste like new blood 
instead of an angry gift to the self 

passing through the system like coffee 

but it’s someone else’s, the stub of the redness of evening 
like half a second tongue now, an infant document 
so honest it can’t begin to speak. 

Which is the final look of things, lateness 

and earliness suffused, impatient, layers of performance 
already sliding back together again, 

the parts headed for an exploded view of a whip. 

It is certain, but hard to make out 

like anything rare enough to always happen, 

like space, having done only the past, 

and the night, unsure whether it’s tall or wide, 


of which there are fewer photographs. 


ABSENCE OF THE ARCHBISHOP 


You meet at most four archbishops 

in a lifetime. You have at most 

one lifetime. You sing when in pain 

and expect to be heard. You see the outline 
of holy figures, their windows and blinds. 
You want to kiss the gold of the coat and 
you want it to come off on your lips. 

You think of singing gold songs and are not 
for a moment in pain. You see the sun not 
as it is but as it will be without you, 

cold gold with all the windows closed. 


You expect to be heard singing in your house. 


SOLUBILITY 


If day is the thought and sunset the said then night 

is the silence after, but none of that is true for long, 

only that one blue really does become another 

by crossing a blazing if interim condition of red 

which bears a resemblance to the history of yielding and goes on 
producing a sexual feeling in the back of the throat—there is 

no question of having swallowed the sun and no one 

denies that the sun even as it goes to dream 

of renewable flowers stays both here and there— 

witness the brief bronze-wed deportment of waves 

releasing likeness to likeness and back—but almost flush 

with the waves now it makes little sense to think 

anymore of the sun in the red death throes its nearness 

makes uncertainly on the irregular heaving of the water. 

After the sunset the stammering twilight 

in which A is everything and B is everything leaving 

and there is much talk slowly going on of how 

A is full of the strangeness of B, the silkiness of bridges 

across the recalcitrant bay and the sun going down 

behind them now seen as wordless or an idea of exhaustion, 
sunset as the silence between two languages. 

A and B have resolved on a softer notion of distance 

as erratically marking the blue with clotted purple—not blackness 
but the shyness of blackness in waiting, in which there is less to say 
and so much more desire to say it. Or A, 


the silence, is full of the strangeness of night approaching 


but obliquely, preceded by an hour of gaudiness 

strained through the bridges and then this product wet with violet 
and marked by green lights; they begin to lament the crossing 
of the sun below the water line and what it must look like 
below the water and then they too go out. 

All day the main thing about the sun on the water 

had been distance and how it allowed these elements 

to share their much-used border without controversy, 

as if a border can only be shared by no thought 

of territory on either side of it, or as one place, 

A, grows full of the strangeness of the other’s properties, 

and even then these states must produce on their border 

the ease of an unnoticed and sleeping animal, a glow of sound 
under the globe of tutelage the sun then becomes 

and this was true all day, as if the lit hours 

and their subjects, sun on water, the cars sparking the bridges, 
were an anticipation of darkness, or the motion of thought 

as it advances past the dissatisfying fate of its expression 

in order to prefer what will come after it, as dusk takes 


for a bridge lying on the water the coy remains of a harp. 


ISABEL’S FIRST HOUSE 


Let me be silent and now let me speak. 

I watched the blue skin through a window, 

I was forty feet tall, that was a tree, 

I was fitted to the sunlight, its syndrome 

and the room sloped away from me. I slept 

in the trunk my father had left I could not be 
taught a loneliness and the room sloped away. 
The clothes rotted slowly on my person, 

I waited for the birds to hit each other, 

I was the love of that thing never happening, 

the next thing fickly posted there, 

there is no false way to be when attentive. 

I didn’t care that the blue skin died 

at night or that I was a grave for its thoughts, 

I was literate in them, they didn’t rot on my person. 
My voice was a rock balanced in the forest, 

I didn’t go there, and my voice was blue and gold, 
a magical guitar inherited from the mother, 

my voice was my mother, falling in unspoken words. 
I thought of the wallet of kisses in my cheeks. 
For a long interval I lost myself 

to that foster-sky, the empty exuberance 

it rushed through not moving or speaking, 

the din of its dawn voiceless or unvoiced 

and running off the eaves of seeing as blue, 


a blue crossed with seigniories of white and gray 


unknown to me at that time as weather, 

in which the terrifying wispy ends, 

the ends almost never coming, then gone, 
crossing each other with avid stateliness 

or the backward lust of feudal land disputes, 
took shape as the pause observed in color. 

The pause would move and that was the quietness 
of blue, the central of blue, truculent 

but real, streaked with white, drawing off attention 
like a pitcher of blue pouring wide halts 

on the green foundation stones of the house. 
Only space was left, intervening its house 

of transparent cause, half-ruinous in the round 
of itself, one white common crumbling, one 
long crack of sight through it, no corners, 

no name, no scrawled or written thing, no book, 
no famine word or a prayer for the snows, 

no one memorial speaking of occupants, 

with no trace of its past history but now 

entirely departing and perishing 

from slightest knowledge as to why a wind stood, 


clear, unloaned to a manner of life, 


or in what region a wind stood and blew somewhere. 
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THOUGHTS OF A JUDGE 


Somewhere it is summer and the clouds are different 
but the days ran over each other 

and the veil yielded and fell to the ground, 

a sordid crash of leaves among leaves, 

and those still on the trees, above their fate, 

are a net appointed with slowly changing space. 

What you have before you is 

an alliteration of ideas in a burning town 

where one returns to practice being seen 

with the old teachers, by the light of their gold teeth 

and the wind turning the houses about, 

beating them with its transparent metals, 

letting the wood flow around the glass. 

Only the windows stay still, to reflect the change 
pleasantly rotting across them, the dying man 

whose last breath may be in or out, 

who sometimes sees the stars as parts of morning 

and sometimes a night that receives its markings calmly, 
whose thoughts grow neither older, nor younger, nor the same, 
a guest of the fall as it roams around 


in the country the city used to be. 


ELOIGN 


There are two pleasures left, something and nothing 
and though, like money, death gets in the way 

of having things, there’s an extreme white arbor 
overhead having nothing to do 

with mothers and fathers or from how far away 
their letters pursue a reallocating child 

more intently than the stem of that flower 

ending in the ruth of this fog, its charter of freedom 
unharmed by signatures but intelligible 

without the risk of sound, beyond it all, 

a ship that breaks up on a missing rock 

into the sleeves of so many emissaries 

called back from the front in dirty white rags, 

from a source to the left of wherever you are 

which is forever trying to get out of the way 

of its own heartlessness, and therein sends 

this train without a dress, almost strategic 

the abatements it hides in nothing, the cashiered white 
more a stance that happens than a self, 

still there is this stubborn sense of going 
somewhere half-immune to thoughts 

of settling down or attending your own funeral 

as a wet white flower lolling through time, 
undestined to arrive on the tomb of a doorstep. 
Why are there no postcards of just the sun 


burning, lone white flames to say 


how one is doing now or pure 

blanks insusceptible of message, 

the face and back exchanging the meaning of sides 
until they aren’t there anymore except 

at a dispossessing edge they share away. 

Instead these types of unrestrained disappearance 
refusing a marriage with definition yet deepening 
until about to live free, then passing on 

to mark nothing with rangy white blood. 

And this is how a reply keeps unwritten, 

thinking the farther side of distance is 

just one more structure of moving 

through concepts, so that now and then 

when the fog tells every other word of its flight 
fondly you get the idea it has never 

stayed to feel the tolerable sword of family, 

knelt at its sweep through lengths of air 

or even felt the crisis of that form, 


the need to speak against the need to be heard. 


EARLY DESCRIPTION 


Take the painted flowers from their stands 

and everything belongs to the people but 

the people do not belong to themselves. 

The season follows violins to their source and it’s there 
that both are changed, but on a table 

the sugar still hums with a thought of snow 
and outside are the clouds, the new ones, 

set to work on a photograph of thunder. 

Thus sleep makes bold, coming by night 

and into day, adorning the gate with flowers 
unless it’s winter and even then 

by a sort of studious absence. Ships 

loosen in the harbor, almost ready 

to be brave. It’s just as one would have wanted 
to say, the boardwalk and mountain path, the meadow 
where twice a year nothing ever happens... 
then March unlaces its secret which is that 

it doesn’t have one, traced in green characters 
following the laws of discovery. Once again 

for men in the morning and women at evening 
the world is striding through the world 

but it is not the same, for we have waited 

at the bottom of the year, growing tender 

and childlike, worried no one is at home 

or remembering to think of the next thing, 


how it will be then without proof. 


Sometimes a song is played 

and lays its repetitive fire along the bone. 
The curtains blow out to their whitest. 
Fog comes down in tattered banners 
fresh from a life of diagnosing hills, 

for it has no life of its own, but coming 

in circles and freestanding curves 

or as a hand passes across a brow 

to ennoble it once more with time 

and where the frame is cold spring begins 


in long, unevaluated lines. 
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THE SENTRY-Box 


There was this choice of watching the ocean or of 
transporting a dark ego, of learning to dream 

in a second language or watching the ocean talk, 
but all there seems to be is a tousled regime 
upset with arriving at goodbyes— 

the wind delays its roaming unexpectedly 

and into that guarded openness like listening 
comes the sky, tense with night, tedious fractures 
served on black plates spreading so slowly 

there is this choice between the sky and ocean 
and seeing and hearing make each other lonely. 
Earlier there had been sun and a busyness 

and then it calmed, the air became dense 

by the earth, the gold began to redden and sleep, 
jewelry hardening on a forgotten person .. . 

but sunset—it settles around you, you, the only child 
who speaks of fratricide, sincerely he believes 

that as long as his tongue is the color of the sky 
his brother sleeps in the world, he keeps speaking 
up into a disloyal quantity of change 

until his body is the wheelhouse of the moment 
and he on guard there, talking all the time 

to keep himself awake, a friend to the ground 
through a dedicated wrack and fade of himself upon it. 
Sometimes he sulks while the sun is depressed, 


as if to track the low redness down 


and learn how to couch it within himself, 

but mostly he waits for it to disappear and replace him 
with an unlit lantern whose parent light has gone, 

a dark head full of hearing its sightless breath 

and nearly envying the dead, who can no longer 
entertain even a thought of breathlessness, 

do so much as neglect themselves. 

That was before; the sky is tense with night; 

it serves itself; its veined clouds have been here 

for awhile and learned from their own dulcet a shine; 
it comes to that, the silence between mother and son, 
a gray falling endlessly away to a black 

in untouched weddings; and the silver preside 

of it lies on the waves, they carry nothing well, 

brief blond lonely parts of the sea 

that last only while falling asleep or in 

this choice between seeing and hearing, this dense feeling 
of becoming a better if less lively servant 

whose bell is an hourglass filled with oil. 

The unsound, the perpetual ribs of the water 
breaking a new picture of the sky, 

the dark silks and the sacks of star-colored honey, 


a cloud that was not outside me, who was not. 


PARTS OF A HOUSE 


And when a tenant drew up the shade 

instead of seeing things the world appeared, 
red and gold replacing planes of brown 

and the sun going down behind a hill 

to make value, its hour withdrawn 

in one gown from the backs of figures. 

Some fled and some remained behind 

as the state of ivy on a wall 

but all were set in the same medium and moving 
toward a time in which the field is colorless 
from one in which colors had only appeared, 
these to be called night and day. 

And when evening comes to tell the difference 
its beads begin to darken and grow larger, 

no one is responsible for them 

or that they make away from any direction 

but the head tilts back on its stalk nonetheless 
to trace the life of night on the clouds, 

that it really was this way and also not, 

a distance being stripped of its sun... 

and then how presently the clouds drop down 
from version to version of an inexistence 

so set on continuing that none of them will, 
they break on the great absence of a voice, 

the farthest parts of it which are lost to painting, 


and, the necessary changes having been made, 


in failing light the reds are almost blacks 


and light blues turn white or nearly so, 


the door drops away and the stairs were never there. 


Because it stands beyond the sea the sky 

is almost true and the sun leaving is 

a practicality for ships to understand, 

the quality that moves from wave to wave 

until there is the sense of a shared rim 
remaining just outside the fate of buildings. 
Like all complementary pairs they are unfinished, 
sea and sky, the fate and its building, 

and both have yet really to begin, 

but things move within things 

as though blue and blue fought inside them, 
gently the breast is torn then flooded 

and out of it comes a night refreshed at the base 
which, as if about to say its name, 

always brings all of itself. 

There is a fold in sleep like that but not as deep 
or brimming with habits of air, it will always be 
that the bed is less soft than its plan, 

and to this and other wings of space 

the night emits a final generous beam, 
standing out to things as though one of them 


in a mantle of ultramarine. 
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TALE WITH A CASCADING MORAL 


All week I scrambled. 
I was always 
scrambling to uncover myself 
to moons and hungry people, rushing 
away from hungry people to uncover 
food under wide leaves, scrambling 
to please creditors and to evade 
people who would be 
creditors. It got so seeing 
a pebble with rain on it 
could make me 
scramble and birds and bees 
were detailing my future 
scrambles by motions awing. 
In other words, the low sky 


had become a map of scrambling. 


I scrambled because there was always something 


still yet flagrantly with me despite dashes 


to the east, or capering dashes to the west, 


low scrambling or high, dignified scrambling. 


Scrambling in the wrong lover’s hair. 
During a brief fit of rest 
I tried to look to the center 
of my scrambling to see what was 
pushing me out to the periphery 


in freaks, freakish jags, and conscious tics. 
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I saw something shiny and piled 
which made me scramble again. 
I knew this shiny piled thing 
stalked along in my scrambles 
and so had never, would never be 
losable. There is something 
which can’t be spent, which can’t 
be spent down the timed corridor of voice 
and legs, down the corridor echoing and limning 


skin, limning skin in that which can’t be. 
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EXCELSIOR 


An excited state or currency of one country 

can be exchanged for a field or lamp, short selections 
or pieces of writing transfer from the hollow 
jurisdiction of one bishop as honey or syrup 

used to bind the contents of a tablet then shipped 

to an area protected against intruders, the portion 

of a country stirred emotionally by a clause 

that forbids developing from the center, as of students 
or prisoners, that produces a light chosen 

by a majority as representative of the degree 

by which one thing exceeds another, that portion 

of losses between two countries that produces 

a light to cry out, a size smaller than brilliant, 

going beyond the usual, but a title of honor, 

as of students or prisoners attended with fever, 
having the wings free to kindle the principle 

that in any system between two countries 

a person or a thing passes through a film soundtrack 
limited to the object or objects designated, 

a light that forbids the introduction of summary 
statements or parts of a longer work 

with the exception of being or making, 

for the excitation of another, current fluctuations 
that transport from the heart of a province 

an excellent quality applied only to a bishop 


or fine wood shavings cut out from a book, document, 
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or the like and used for a first-rate currency, 

an exclusive right to cry out ever upward 

limited to the object or objects designated, 

a single series of moves exchanged in a light 
literally bursting into flower between two countries 
or students going beyond the jurisdiction of a field 
without accompanying words, an internal tax 
levied for a license to carry a light 

for a period, usually one year, from one country 
through a film soundtrack, attended with fever, 

to a clearing house in which the quotation 

or passage of a light is given or received 

from its prisoners, an act that forbids countries 


as immoderate, brisk, anomalous and hollow. 


24 


OBSERVATIONS ON THE FLORIDA QUESTION 


To discuss an interior is to suggest 
that a thing goes only so far, then stops. 
And that where it stops a surface forms. 
And that the interior does not rush after 
the surface, but stays behind it, in a relation 
which can be called proper insofar as 
it is where it is. Like Florida. 
Like Florida 
the interior develops on one side of the surface, 
which suggests that from the interior’s perspective 
the world obtains as the innards of a thing, 
receding from the surface it shares with that thing, 
an arrangement at work on Florida’s beaches. 
If the thing in question were a block of ice, 
one could wonder why the surface of the world 
were ice. How many surfaces are there between a thing 
and the world? 
How strictly does heat determine 
a region? 
If one is standing on a road, 
beside a block of ice, if one begins to understand 
that situation, such that one begins to count surfaces, 
the ice is bound to melt in tempo, as if a road is not 
the best place to count surfaces. 
As though, 


on a road, there’s a toll one must be prepared to pay 
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when considering the number of places in which a thing 
and the world meet, meet but remain aloof behind 
that junction, maintaining their proper places 
in respect to each other’s place, and in 
respect to that. 

But then, a thing may be 
destroyed, and without a hurricane, or any other name 
for encouragement come riding off the sea. 
What is the fate of the surface in destruction? 
Some would say it is multiplied, but which, 
the fate or the surface? Some would say 
I refer you to the Red Cross. Some would say 
the surface multiplies until its very category 
folds (overwhelmed with tiny interiors), 
so that the thing in question begins to resemble Cubans 
adrift on a raft, foaming toward a sandy door 
which leads up out of the water and into a country 
blind to them. 

It is hard to imagine 
that one staring at a block of ice lying on the road 
would be able to step over it in hot weather. 
The moment in which it retains form deserves attention, 
but why would stepping over it be a form of disdain? 
The people of Tampa are suggesting from deckchairs 
that to move in relation to an object is to purge it 
of surfaces. Motion is then a destruction of interiors, 
or, put another way, the mind considering immigration 
is a block of ice in Florida, or a road 
which leads to Florida only by crossing the threshold 


of touching any other surface. 
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Only a fertile country 
could furnish the proofs of what destruction does 
to surface, such that a Cuban could learn to love Florida 
as if looking out at it from inside herself. 
Suppose there is no fertile country. 
This might explain 
the advent of a lyric of the surface, 
in which one appeals to a panel of judges rotating 
so rapidly they quickly become known as “the other judges.” 
And one keeps appealing to them for admission, 
and that is the substance of this type of lyric 
down in Florida, 
where so many have been asked to wait, 
to wait while the body abated, abated on a road 
called Crimson, Crimson Alone, Alone as Touch, 
Touch Lonely Among Surfaces, Old Age, Old Age 
Hears Music in the Palms, Sunburnt Government, 
and many other names. 
This is an example of the coarsening 
of surface through multiplication, and in Florida 
there is as yet no solution for its cascading effect 
on interiors. 
And one is not always even in Florida. 
But on its bright roads one is not in a good position 
to know an interior. 
Suggesting that depth 
is a succession of flat surfaces like color, 
like stacked palm leaves 
copying a sundown in green and brown. 
Is the color of a surface 


a function of in which direction one considers 
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interior? How may two interiors lie together 
without forming a surface? 
How may they form a surface? 

The surface not formed by two interiors is called a road, 
is called a road called... . 

I forget— 
it is clear the block of ice on the road changes the world, 
to a place known as Jail Filled with Wardens. 
On it, a patient Cuban has carved an entry— 
Continuing in a southerly direction, the Garden found me 


This may be what it is like to learn a new language. 
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REVERENT ESTIMATIONS 


Far be it from me to say that you’ve an ocean 

in your throat, as you don’t maintain it is so. 

When you point to things though, with that timbre 
I’ve heard nowhere else, you regild the features 
commending your position in space with a green- 
gray light suitable to the upper parts of the sea. 

Far be it from me then to say of your inner 

surfaces that they’re visited with marine qualities, 
but let me remind you that even now they are minting 
anew $100 note of that same shade you seem to cast 
on the edges of things, and that Franklin, who sits 
aport on the bill like an island felicitously 

thrown from the center of a cartographer’s science, 
shows much more of his throat than previously. 
Coincidence? Then you will say the mapmaker’s 

is an art of imagination, imposing coastlines 

in their shapes of worry where there is brute blue. 
You will say that your breath and the voice it carries 
issue only from an empty place and so, in the nature 
of disappearing things, give themselves up 

readily in air and don’t wash the sun’s linens 

in the green trough from which you cough negations. 
I say to these objections that they aren’t worth 

the breath on which they’re printed, that you are 
Benjamin Franklin, sea-throated, coral-lung’d.. . 


or at least as prodigious and electric an inventor, 
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that your vicinity is happily drowned in sealight, 

and that your voice does not, like spittle, disappear. 

Let us say instead of your liquid tone that it tosses. 

Let us take what you dub its disappearance and say instead 


that it should pass like a wave and repeat. 
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PALINODE 


We will have to unseal the jar if we are to know 
what is not in there. But some will object 

“I keep enjoying getting lost on its side 
where a well-drawn willow curves to sleep.” 
And for once they will be right, 
with things of stone it is always indolent summer, 
their blood is cleverly hidden and the lines 
traced on them allow the eye only to record 
its own time; so fires start up 
and a boat drifts downstream slower 
than the currents, faster than the river. 
Remember those days, the revolution that gave them 
to us, when hearts turned to clay and if 
another’s tongue was in your mouth then that 
was what you used to speak. Now we have 
the jar. Should its courtiers by the river disturb you 
focus on the corked mouth, that holding back 
a hesitating night has waited here 
as on a final dais, a place to rest 
apart from the others who thought they were 
functionaries of the air, opening it to itself, 


keeping it in a box, living on its breast. 


And though those who thought this were wrong 
evening still belates itself over a hill 


and the stone lip projects to the heavens. 
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Many have died between, trying to get 

a view of how they lived, stopped waves 

in the cabinet of first things, the fruited mountain. 
They would have died anyway but it would not 

say above their graves as it does 

in fitful differences sent along the sky 

comes to find out of the blue book of hours to go 

It wouldn’t be that looking at time 

has produced containers and the mouth opens 

to be like them, they open to be like us. Decant 
the jar and the sun still shines, the permanent drugs 
remain in the air, waves go running 

downriver past the thoughts of trees. 

Thus is dawn reduced to unseen flutes 

and night behind it in retired canvasses, 

one gesture is left against another 

nor can they be put away, but like a shore 

in low relief, about to be recalled, 


old pleasures still stun the world 
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Two PHILOSOPHERS 


“Talk about curving” “I would like to die with you” 


“Talk about the sky” “A nun in a turquoise habit 
but the turquoise is blue and the nun the air” 
“Talk about trees” “There is only one kind” 
“Talk about trees curving into the sky” 
“Just now the world stopped” “And 
where it stopped it also began” “And 
where it began I am jealous of poetry” 
“Talk of jealousy and then of poetry” 
“A guitar, indifferent, played by a nun, 
but the guitar is a tree and the nun air 
and the joy we can’t have is everywhere” 
“Then we are not philosophers” “No, we are not” 
“Then why this letter in the crotch of the tree” 


“Then why two branches departing departing” 
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PLANTS WAVING IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS 


For a long time I have been wanting to pierce 

that cloud, which is a pretty male thing 

to want, but not so male when one considers 

that the cloud, though a woman, is already pregnant, 
and made of marble, and that there are many of her 
bodied forth as premises from tomorrow’s sky 

and that together they form the contemplative brow 
of a man thinking. What does it mean to want 

to pierce a man thinking and that man 


softening before the eyes like tissues in water? 


And this long time I spoke of is only another 
wish to remain disorganized for blue hours. 
It was like this (it was not): I was sitting 

in a garden that lay behind white apartments, 
shrubs and vines marking out the lines 

along which a throat had burst or dead voices 
whose ghosts had woken up as flowers 
because it was already late morning. 

I decided to use a voice that wasn’t 


and for awhile mist steamed overhead, 


its top and sides deducible from its bottom. 

I thought of the man and a loose white countenance 
so used to departing that the night blushes black 
for having to replace it, but that was still 


far off, meaning hours of rushing sky, 
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and the cloud hung, distinct from brethren mist 
by a sovereign inattentive blue 

and something ran through the foliage 

so the sunshine moving to one side, 


taking up residence in a stranded dress. 


And if it put ice on the turn of the leaves 

and if I shook still with the clearness around the trees 
or swayed as one but recently awake 

it meant only that the grass had blue eyes 

and we are free to see faces everywhere 

but not to know them. In this sense the sun 

struck a rock, which keened from its deep seat 

so lost in the pleasures of not breathing 

that neither I nor the cloud noticed the wind 


and the green doctors converged then fell away. 


The day was nameless but the hour was colored glass 

and sometimes a rustling marked by the absence of waves, 
great refusals to come down or rise 

more than part way, the head held 

by unabandoning skies as though under water, 

and all of it meaning to come away from being 

toward the hills or ever to resemble their hazy bed, 

ever to sleep again or even to take a lover 

who can’t hang from the air, overcharged 


with the scent of the time but lighter than its softness. 


And the light fell from the cloud which stood dissident, 
remembering the body of water from which it came 
like a church bell ringing the center of time, 


first permitting the golden issue of afternoon 
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then a coverlet from ancestral halls 

and the moat surrounding them now dry grass. 
It is the shore of summer and its lords and ladies 
dead from ages of heat, now men can be women 
for as long as it lasts, continuing to degrade 


in a garden set out against the sky 


where all the other seasons are made to wait 
while the wind describes a misshapen train 

and is that thing, the feeling of all houses, 

erratic laughter of the light dividing stems 

sans foremen or discussion of how cold it is 

with the oil getting brighter on the leaves. 

And now Iam more comfortable with wanting 
for the flowers have grown competent, sticking up 
where I can see them and for that reason 


and many others the cloud dissolves, 


never quite having come but who does, 

who could truly surge in the warmth as it curves to cold 
like a dreaming hunter knowing water’s nearby, 

or say of the wind that it is the long hair 

of a governor arriving and mean one is not alone, 
hilarious sense of streams in the chest 

that comes with drunkenness or chance? 

It was the fate of a single torso among 

the torsos of flowers, their rightful fall through space, 


for each thing a little time to be spent. 


Now the wind herds unrelated growths 


toward the torn-up moment in which they sound 
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and grows itself, staying in one spot 

that is different, extending the divine attribute. 

Where the cloud was the light shines as though 

there is at most one place, through which it moves. 

It is world-colored and spoked like the moods of a path, 
it is silent and free to remain so, it’s blind and wet. 

For a moment the garden is still in thought 


just as night would fall and the cloud move over the water. 


This was the thought of the place, long ago today 
when things still seemed like monuments 

instead of batons. And they were that way 

while it was still an ambition of morning 

but now, at the wet end of the afternoon, 

above the green spikes tapering off 

to nothing, retiring off to it so quickly 

one cannot say where they are, it’s not 

the sex of the clouds but their muteness that hangs, 


sourceless, talentless, above the manic ground. 
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The snow was the future perfect of snow. 
The old assumption that it falls to ground 
to hear yet again the story of oil 

was a lie December suspended. 

The snow was the perfect future of snow 
and there were women that were not in it, 
that didn’t walk through its clinic of minutes 
appalling its fall with cries and kerosene. 
The future of snow was the perfect snow 
abashing the men conceiving it shapeless 
because it betrayed no women or lamps. 
It was rather very shapeless and it 

was also almost shapeless, orphaning 

the course of river x til March returns. 

It will be said of that river it was 

almost very shapeless, save the women 
often in it, and that it was alone 

in winter, save the men upon it then. 

It will have been seen to have been slowly 
a flowing forward back to frozenness. 
Something like how May comes on 

from the invisible to divide flowers, 

as a bunch of free men and women slightly drunk 


from humming standards they have never heard, 
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humming standards in a blind white prison 
or on a bland white band of water. 


The snow snow. 


A flowing forward back to frozenness 


as I will have been, seized from voice like ice 


39 


IN THE IDLE STYLE 


It was discovered on an overcast day 

that the eyes are two holes the sky passes, 

that white lilies open without assistants 

first to the roar of stretching space and then 

the lion’s loin of the sound, the dayflow, 

and that there is no cure for this 

except to think of a clear wreath in the air 

to which everything alludes, the smell of flowers 
shaken out of the smell of the earth 


and the land again, young enough to know 
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THE TRUTH IN ITALY 


The bird is wild in the eye, it has seen 

the violent removal of something again and again, 
houses springing up only to be blanched 

in the sun or solemnized by evening snows, 
people falling out of frame and then 

replaced, the city unequal to its products 

and the eye cannot hold it, the bird must 

talk wildly, implying a great hunger 

of which it’s not even the final form. 

The feathers shine as if having received 

no manipulation or treatment, 

they are black and file away from the eye 

which also shines, a smuttiness inside it 
derived from ancient clays but this is swept aside 
and the wildness roundly clean again, able 

to fill with strong emotion, one of many 

long bright streaks from the sun 

having a pointed or ornamented termination 

in the eye of a bird itself borrowed from the sky 
and placed as something not finished, 

much as the saints were painted, scattering light 
along the surface of a marble porch. 

Perhaps more than a little surprised, 

as though coming to oneself from out of sleep, 
it is placed there as a propagation of energy, 


the eye lighting up with a coarse gold 
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nearness and insufficiency of speech 

sent forth in rays from the delirious beak, 

sparks and whirring noises, the original score. 

It has found a way to pierce the surface of the day, 
to break its planes until the shadows lengthen 

on the harmonies of the old ways, still present 

as time refloods the scene then dries it, 

and the bird is wild in the eye, placed there 

as the remains of a candle, a dream of oil 

out from under the land, each moment 

of its call is one way but not the only one, 

there are more where the mouth continues to end 
in embellishments, the hole in the bag, a tenor 


to trace the effect of ravens on Siena. 
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STANDING BEFORE PAINTINGS 


The roofs of the village are themselves emotions 
and the faces raised by wolves are not the kind 
you see but those you have undergone, 

the feeling of wearing one whose value congeals 
like that of unopened boxes 

or a painting of someone singing, 

sweeping the night air off a pier. 

And all of this would be true 

or at least would not take place 

were it not that time doesn’t live 

and so cannot be jealous of thinking 

the marble smells like the backs of knees 

or light through an awning, it doesn’t matter, 

in the museum the sun has disappeared 

to be replaced by a completely new set 


of subjects, one’s feelings grown more invisible. 


Then the arms, torso, neck, and shoulders 
buck and lurch, but in a way no one 

can see, taking place in another country 
where we all know each other precisely 

in being immune to view. For some this is 

a disturbing experience, as with the first time 
the sky became closed to permanent accounts 
or becoming more aware of shade than sun, 


but there is much to be gained, only not 
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from or for, it is just the style 
as it happens out, a technique one painter 
has called “an end to the collusion between light and bodies” 


and we all know what happened to that painter. 


Then there are those who are always on the move, 
hoping the day will force its way in 

in batches, but not too deeply, for this 

would make of them a place their home country 
might disapprove, and things would go hard with them 
if they ever left themselves to return. 

They are better thought of as bright scarves 
winding around the necks that are the others 
standing still, not that these are any better, 

but they have a chance, not much more 

than that the museum will again blast off 

as it must have before being built, 

but a chance nonetheless, one treated of 
especially in landscapes where some trees 

are not dominant and others not at all, 

something like an ocean full of particulars 

but no one more important than another, 


leading on and out to the point of exhaustion. 


But after the travel and the games, endings 
abrupt as money, the things that remain 

are as an anticipation of dunes, 

a place to put your head when it isn’t night 

and birdsong seems to be coming from the eaves 


instead of birds—this isn’t painting, 
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it is without features, and yet it is 

a thing that painters do before they paint, 

they lift their hands and the light comes down 

to meet them, much like ordinary people, 
perhaps more quietly. There was one painter who 
and another that, still it doesn’t explain 

this space where in not speaking words 


the woman becomes a boat stranded on the beach 


and this is frightening or just the thing that was needed, 


to leak out into the conditions 


without their being favorable. A new space 
beginning to the felt left of where you stand 
and on the right as well, so that 

everything is closer together for a losable now. 
Then one is comfortable with having nowhere 
to stay, the time grows dim, a clear silver 
unintended for consumption; it would fetch 

a lot on the open market, but so would the painter 
spiralling down between you as continuous 
darkness cut in the shape of lemon peels. 
These look beautiful against a gray plate 

or a red one if some salt has been spilled, 
recalling to mind the day after heroic 

acts or how, alone in the bed, one still 


reached out in order to get up again. 


Waking was much like this, the thinking loins, 
a catenation merging with the outline of the body, 


first light against the hurt side of the city. 
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Marble becomes a slowed-down form 

of that light, hence there is often a date in it. 
It isn’t important that you remember it 

or anything else for that matter. The painter, 
the one who only painted daybreak, 


what is not that name? 
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CONSTANTLY So NEAR 


I thought the thinking of going to sleep 


thrown on like a coverlet of flame 


which urges the body beneath it 


to a sultry kind of ownerlessness 


in which the famous obedience of limbs 


submits like the non-public aspect of flame 


to being only the yellow ash 


of some almost glimpsed but yielded thing 


in a space not quite lashed by experience 


but still lent to the losing of it 


or a just-missed train whose passage hangs 


about the station in a great veil of dust 


refusing to speak of any children 


only looming now fast now slow as windows 


or the holes in the lace of the new mourners 


while the tracks are not rising up to meet it. 


The dust an ash the passage a form of flame 


or just being alone over the hours 


descending so blithely where they appoint you 


governor of irregular black buildings. 


AN UNUSUAL OPTIMISM 


The best things are in front of us, even after death, 
they are as advancing on a perfectly smooth body 
of water, it may tack back and forth 

as if there were a new way to be, 

sometimes shine and sometimes disappear 

and always keep its distance, but it is ahead 

like a mirror, and that’s something. 

Life is merely an impractical mirror 

on that water, looking into it some call 

what they see “bad skin” but it’s not, 

if the surface vary it is farther cured, 

much like an argument. Speech is half full 

and worth repeating even if you can’t see it, 

even if you don’t know why it’s half full. 

It’s the better half, of being alone that is. 

How happy are the sirens in my little town! 
Beyond them spring is at work making the fields 
and the cotton pops out without a sound, 

slightly to the left of predicted blooms. 

It is an old joke and a very good one 

but the one about the sun is even better, 
someday I will know all of it and 

the yellow curtain will go through me as promised, 
we will hear as if for the first time 

the sound of light on water, the traffic of ghosts, 


we will not die so much as let 


the ground rise up to meet us 

and the hearing, the seeing, the shore swinging in 
to view all lit by flowers, the water tightened 

by their presence and far off the threat of autumn, 
boat-shaped and full of red leaves. 

There is much more to say but for now 

let the wind do it, the operant in the reeds, 

in this way words can meet the future 


and we will speak at the lake, none of us will. 
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STANZAS FROM OLIVEIRA’S THIRD DREAM 


Starting as one already finished 
a recognition comes with drinking bitter herbs 


there is no point in speaking or not speaking, 


light still changes as it enters the room 
and the room is one of many, remaining itself 


in that it can be left 


and then it seems much easier to walk 
through the streets of another country, 


any job will do, but only for now. 


The sky overhead was a thief’s journal, 
the clouds were words about to be replaced, 


he walked quietly with a painter at evening 


to visit a dying writer neither knew, 
lashed together the two walked towards sleep 
and the sky bent to be part of the scene, 


neither air or sound but the place of both, 
fatally weightless, suggestions of the old man’s 


labored breaths. Thus its motions were robes 


of a talking ghost in the discourse of nightfall, 
whatever is said it may have been involved, 


the nation blowing in wind vexed by a flag, 
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it may have been involved, a talking ghost 
steeped in a hospital of blue light 


where the wind has the sound of a knife through bread, 


the room rhymes childhood with lover’s chamber, 
the light hinges on an old man in his bed, 


the blue octavo notebooks he calls the sea. 


The table is, the lamp is on but is, 
the old man will be, the bed is, the curtains 


are, the nurse has touched the, the telephone 


is not, the flowers act, the vase is, dead. 
They are not in the world but recent halls 


or anomalies of twilight, its neural fields 


not the country of silver to the south 
and not this lutetian net of bridgeworks, 


not the slowing ivy of the man’s veins 


nor how they correspond into evening sky. 
In walking towards the thing we disappear 


only to reoccur on the other side 


in a rippling of thought or shallow drowse 
whose pianist has taken home her tones, 


they still desire one another but 


there is so much space to cross 
and so little of it real 


that one could be anywhere, a pause in music 
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whose absence appears as the local drink 
the old writer remembers while asleep, 


the bedsheets waiting like flags. 


His notebooks are, the third of water 
in the glass on the table is, his life seems, 


sentences are not, the nurse sometimes, 


his face is hard to make out, here. 
All words are last words as evening falls, 


it is no one’s boat hence we are comfortable, 


slowly the chalkmarks are effaced 
until there is nowhere else to have been, 


the face grows smoother and the corridors end 


in a mood of acceptance. Night proposes, 
and from either side of the blue tide 


a memory of how it felt to wake returns, 


but this time pointed downward. It’s the age 
of intercepted letters, the dent which solves the pillow; 


soon there’ll be shutters and last names for countries. 


But before the night is utterly here 
come colors of its immediate family, 


and in them the window stands for silence, then less, 


new words seem possible if left unsaid, 
the tall ones, the post-ultimate ones, 


a term for the parent who’s lost a child 
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and a theory as to how it still lives. 
And though the harbor seems to be coming closer 


it’s just that the clouds are at play 


in a time both sea and notebook, a fight 
without shores where, as each thing takes its place, 


welcome to the end of the game. 
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MAN CALLED AERODYNAMICS 


The sky is probably blue and white or gray 

or has gotten to be night by a nautical process 
of removing stripes and blending the results 
with a nonchalant air and all social spaces 
about the same age as a dim body, 

fierce looks travel shorter distances 

and the two are left stranded on the square. 
Partly because it is waiting for songs 

the light changes or is overlooked 

so that if it is Tuesday one wakes up 

in the mind of a worker, numb and irritated 
and it seems the clouds are all wrapped the same 
or that there will never again be 

open air on an open day, perfume 

in the corridors, or else it is 

an overworked sky that sleeps all day 

though for a long time it simply wasn’t 

and then it was the capital of September, 
systems of departure lordly and dead bright 
then content to stay where it’s going, 
probably blue and white or gray but always 

a cottony uselessness returning without 
having taken leave, nor is there 

any money to be had, but the sunshine 
smells like flowers if there are flowers nearby 


and the flowers smell like the clashing of rocks 


because it was so wished by the man 

I have not come to be, a representation 

of open air or weak radio station 

at night, lengthening until it resembles 

the sky, the old intemperate song 

that everything is for us, about us, but leaving us 
and not of us though the opposite is true 

as is shown not by clouds but the case of their progress, 
never do they turn around, worsen or ignite, 

an absence of people rendering them perfect 

for riding above sleep and several policemen 

in the dream last night, shining like dark blue 
sunshine, they’re the new kings 

of just walking around, an endless search 

for the man called aerodynamics 

beautiful because he isn’t theirs to see, 

making the world immediately around them 
somewhat dreamier as they walk, morose 

and with a slight displacement of the hip 

caused it is thought by their little dogs of gold. 


OF A PRESSING NATURE 


As oil is aghast on any surface 

first the messenger part of the sky ran 

to the bishop part and spoke in uneven tones, 
the night was pronounced a trainwreck 

from which each body had been thrown clear 
and was walking around, stunned to be unhurt, 
looking for where all the violence was: 

lodged overhead in the dawn sky, 

in its fertile cracks, orange untiming the black. 
And as it spoke of dawn the messenger became 
less true or more sound filled the air 

and ran along the ground like hair under water, 
in the nervously rehearsing patterns of traffic, 
and as it went on clearing speech with the bishop 
it became less of a messenger and more of 

a rose drying out of sight, a fragrance, 

until there were no parts at all in the view, 

only a laborious frankness bigger than ever 
hung everywhere in the quillcolored sky. 

A desperate idleness played in the shafts, 

a milky bluish luster, the source of clouds 

and other fast makings that would trait the day, 
the wrong and pleasant taste of its battery 

a thing so young even its hopes are bitter, 

with a fearless quality as of a bill 


unfolding in the warm and penniless hand, 


being before the authorities, relaxing again 
against the certainty of their punishment 

like rough cloth when lying on a guestbed. 

Long after the eyes have reclosed 

to get indifferent to another hour of sleep 
there’s this slinking sense of abandonment, 

the hole in the side of a hill, in morning 

spent ignoring the need to get up. 

Even as its faintness is left behind 

the dawn still beats, a blue bosk 

to mark the day’s increasing heaviness, 

there is nothing to forgive or demand of it 

but it remains, a shameful, bodiless memory 
unable to feed on the spinning of the earth. 

The thought of helping it collect is an illness 
that one has heard about before but never seen, 
now it moves out of those tenuous preserves 
and waking occurs under a standard, effortless sky, 
living like a difficult involvement 

that dies often but refuses to go away. 

But the rose had been there, a dawn observation 
that leaves a hole in the later sky; the sky 

that goes on looking even more than ever the same, 
rising through a reacquaintance without sound, 
without appetite, constantly redrawing .. . 

the body beneath it now a throbbing shield, 
now a sack, a weed in a ditch, baffled and warm, 
a time that couldn't get comfortable. . . 

but the rose, the dawn, the two men speaking 
through the poverty ofa blush... . 


And then it’s midday, it has been for years 
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and yet is just occurring, featureless miles 
without coastline or balcony. 

There is no thought of sleep in it, 

there is no place to start or rest, it is, 

just as an afternoon is a dry jarmouth, 
upon examination a little wider at one end, 
where looking becomes a kind of waiting 
for the day to close, for the eye won't, 


an eye from which the rest of the body grows, 


and the clouds come out like workers from a mine. 
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A SOLDIER’S UNIFORM 


For years it’s over and then it really begins, 

a clear flame flickers in the heart of each thing 
but it is the same one, cool to the touch 

and those who walk about are as little jars 

the grayness of the sky gave rise to, 

the trees painted wildly enough they are not 

to be noticed for more than a central flame, 
the song that survives its chorus only to 

leave off being, wherein a peasant feeling 

that the soil travels toward other colors. 

Thus the truth was passed like a rifle 

leaned against a window. Yet flush 

with its reflection there is no recognition point, 
neither communicant has knelt by the stream 
or accepted the other’s core save in 

duelling times the season watches fondly. 
Each has its own place and the two are near, 
rubbing scented ends against a myth, 

the tree sending its practice across the water. 


But my life, my heart, a needle through which 


to slip into the age, single leaf 

on a stream whose marshals are missing — 
it should begin eventually, passing 

some imaginary line in the water after which 


it is divine, a little crisper, and the long autumn laughter 


59 


surrounds it. There are no dents in that breath 
nor in clouds starting forth like wool 

unwrapped from a fist are any thoughts available 
to it as, stewardless, the sunset drops where it will, 
on a nurse’s hangnail or the pure shores 

of a day called without propositions. 

Nothing fails to fall, but in the mild month 
stretching to the ground at first there is 

a life sent beating past the trees then not, 

its day ends at a colorful border 

without sound or direction; the bulk then withdraws 
until looking at a cloud passing is the same 

as looking away, only a sense of how it had come 
and gone still to be picked out, called from the sky 


with a little bit of red to remember it by. 


60 


THE GUESTBOOK 


It was a ruddy feeling when dark started. 
A banked appleglow of history 

just as the sun’s relentments started. 
Shadows teased beings into evening classes 
tucked in various dusks, solitude 

stole up on loneliness through a blind 
coquetterie of blue to supple nightfall. 

So out of thusness a winter comes 

to charge a loose face at the window 

with a second glass of radiating frost. 
Comes to cross autumn as a white mime 
(of rain strafing fall’s uneven lawns) 

rolled off a branch of November memory. 
Its false starts disfiguring the dark 

to a handsome swarm of ghostliness 
errantly redrawing its cinched argent sack. 
There is as much midnight as winter 

so that they might endure each other. 

The wintering face cannot endure itself. 
One could say I was apprehended, 

here in the tender snowy advents 

Mottled by the interruptions one could say, 
one could say, could suggest all evening 

it is comforting to disappear 

and remain as the sexual awkwardness 

of winter, a pensive text of white 


tracked gray and growing quite blue at night. 


THE WHITE MARE SODALITY 


It’s not what you think, but then it could be, 

if you stood close, you could hear the sight of them, 
the first awkward spikes of a piano’s flowering 
briskly defined in roaming poppies 

though they didn’t think of sleeping, not awake 
either, but slowly filling up with the chance 

of coming to be, rule by loose rule, 

the room a group of voices has left 

warmbold with the violence of drying paint, 

the sordid little while of one thing 

out of which still streams a garbage muteness. .. . 
Yesterday the white horse appeared 

drowsily assembled from the lungs of space 

as one sometimes runs through the fields 

with the itchy feeling of wanting to be shot, 
conceiving halls ahead but hurrying always 
within the same form toward them 

and the clouds shake free of being seen. 

They didn’t think of having been, 

of having anything but an outline of ease 

cut by bands of radiant spiritless yellow 

and an underneath to mark with shadow, 

a form of trash for which there should be room. 
And there is, a loneliness like walking 


with the picture of a candle into the dark, 
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an arching of the time meant for someone else 
even if that someone is our self 

from whom it all moves weakly away, 

like song in the long veins of a hospital, 

to a silent white house and cancelled moments 
when everything is swept to only blue, 

the clouds somewhere else entirely 

leaving flowers at a grave in the back of the mouth. 
You will ask for that sign in vain 

that needs no tending nor is it possible, 

which would remain in the sky like a headache, 
durable as the valley between loves 

and without the same echo of reply— 

but there are only the gaps in a white coverlet 

to walk beneath in priestly imitations, 

balancing a tall pillar of space on your head. 

It’s not there, but everything else about it is, 

like the state and the self and military parades— 
as if they too are going somewhere 

less made than speech and familiar things, 

the middle of a conference in the late afternoon. 
And the not finishing happens like passing a church, 
its bells melted and set fairly free, 

the ambition to be a nubile spur dies 

as do slips, breastpockets, the children around a teacher, 
all of it is survived by more of the same but 

a friend certainly seems to be leaving the country, 
the white on helpless white, gray in the folds 

not exactly where it was thought to be 


and a pearly absence of blame, the color of where 
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we would like for the sun to be at night, 
knocking tenderly on a hidden roof. 


And the rhythm of the clouds continues to go 


and if but then as though until or not 
how else but now before again and so 
and yet but not when soon that would if still 


to this from where not for without beside 


or this is how the speaker’s ear tears it 

from the pages of a ballshaped diary. 

It could have been only yesterday 

that they do again indifferently 

like a sentence dropping to one knee without pride, 
the law of clouds is not to value signs 

nor to run from briefly being them, 

they sleep standing in a tolerant blue 

and even standing they move like light 
surrendering the careless white heart of a curtain, 
coming at least as long as the night does, 

its history of grand saturations 

and a bed that is constantly being made. 

This is when it hangs, like poison or kindness, 

a boat suddenly here and graced with predeparture, 
you could throw an infant in the air and it might come down 
or become a devotion in the bulky parts of time, 
not even seeming to just ebbing away 


as I thought I would tell you of a faint world. 
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NOTES FROM THE TRIAL OF K. 


“A small dark blue utterance much used” 

in the journalism of sleeplessness, 

used to connect autobiography 

with systems of repose, the theory goes 

that unless one’s descriptions rest the body 

flirts outside itself, awaiting a reply 

from the outwatched night which is, as we know, 
a parsimony, always half-finished; 

we know it and we know it like guards but 

if it were possible to leave one’s self 

while going blue from the requirement 
“to kill one’s father and mother also” 

or at least to imitate the night’s progression, 

turn out a lamp on the words escaping 

as a case would swallow its golden instrument—. 
Then to enter the musician’s area 
where an idea of sleep is beginning to be 

fretting in a stoic plane of blue, 


restlessness shown to be a sliding collar 


with dark crossbars which mimic speech yet are not 


sleep itself but a series of collapsed stairs 

one takes like a series of sounds to the air, 
“the brightly near-unending ones, the bed” 
in which you die, a form of social protest 
like syphilis, raw eggs, and power drills. 


To not not sleep, maybe not to stain the wave— 
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for that we have the musicians, who debar 
the throat, so that a tenure of blue begins, 
begins to propose there, and words withdraw 
from the world a little. It isn’t perfect, 
more like a ragged margin than night snow 
or a missing pyramid in the spring, 
but it will help when meeting the gatekeeper 
to whom a souvenir is just the passage 
of seawater through a loud marketplace, 
as a mother transmits hair to her daughter 
or one species becomes another; 

“which is the love of literature” 
swinging out and over a keenness in the water 
as a strike by workers halts production 


of closed eyes and other mirrored wall safes. 
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VINTEUIL’S LITTLE PHRASE 


And we, though in no way conservative, 

we would never move out of that house. 

It was there that we first heard it, the phrase, 
inviting pursuit as if a glimpse of sunset 

caught in the window of a train but moving 

to the other side in the track’s sinuosities 

and it was there, in the phrase, that we first felt 
the mind and body enjoy the pleasure of pretending 
they are not one another, but close, 

two fugitives bound by their plan 

to escape at any minute, and then the phrase was gone 
like a page ripped from an old directory 

only it was not gone, but already acquiring 

a tomb of air in our self-love, 

the glow of grief at passing called a symbol, 

and it stayed there, always louder or softer 

than it had been, but, certain of its presence, 
now surging like a protest speech and now 

only a liminal tremor as if growing drowsy 

in the body’s last boasts before its sleep 

and the half-life of those unseen pictures, 

and even there, in the mind recalling the phrase 
inexactly, guaranteeing its return, 

there too it disappeared, something like 

rough plans the artist submits to a flame’s 


in one of the more incoherent duties 


of expression, diffused to everywhere else 

in the stubborn cadenced flow of the nearby 

like train scenery (whether you wake or sleep 

in the ancient velocity of that reliance), 
disappearing in the glory of the sum 

like one of those posters entirely blue or entirely 
red, in which, on account of the limitations 
imposed by the process used in their reproduction, 


not only the sky and the sea are blue or red, 


but the ships and the church and the people in the streets. 


And though the phrase is one of many movements 
it rose free of the sonata’s obligations 

to play again and again in the coming days, 
strangely accelerating through the nights 

until it had rebundled itself in a piece of music 
composed entirely of our summonings 

(it was the airy meaning of the house) 

and it was there, in that fascist mode, 

as we waited for the next absent notes 

from the deep set, and lost our love of traveling, 


and the anterior made us its slaves, that we. ... 
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BLUE RIDER SCHOOL 


I remember walking in the world, useless and free, 
a yearlong rally in the clouds 

and the strain of not walking toward the sea, 
the boulevards and people as they are 

made a little warmer by the sun coming out. 
In the city we thought about the country, 
corridor or garden with flowers for stoplights, 
fields that grew behind vows of glass 

and then stretched away, exhausted, 

as before, during and after world war. 

The sun was a jointed yellow brushstroke 
through hours whose colors fell to the ground, 
blue was for thinking and red for talking, pale 
white for singing and black for knowing looks 
and I remember laborious twilight 

outside the café, its crushed herbs 

to treat the sourcelessness in the air 

and the glow that faded on the rail, 

a wayside biddenness which comes 

with being harder to see. And then and then 
as the sun went down like a parlor trick, 

at the end of the sentence to be, I learned to speak 
starting with four shapes at the edge of a field, 
but not yet ready to say what wasn’t there 

and so the night, floating up, gently, 

as it failed to fight over everything, 
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and the mouth itself, a broken seal on the air. 


I remember dreams in which little speech 


and the one where the sun brightens as you inhale, 


the loaned clay made new again 

and then with projections and purple rays 

the day, painted gold so it appears 

that the sunshine comes from a foreign time 
and appears to be long, a war of spirits. 

And I remember that town 

like a shattered experiment on the ground 

in which the first white shadow appeared, 
how it awaited another kind of weather 

and how like songs and other possible things 
the clouds grew luminous blocks, then a wind 
and then a blue chain swaying between 
brown earth and threatenyellow sky, 

the thought of it raining elsewhere nearby 
blowing trees and grasses in the same direction, 
the wind a herald, diffuse and indefinite, 
moving as cadets would through an orchard 
that lies outside the necessary town 

and second surfaces come across the fields 

or a second glimpse of the first, how it goes 
day-night and night-day in the storm 

with casual irregularities of sheltered light 
and I remember the soulblue rider— 

the starshaped wrinkle in my joints, 

the smell of hay impatient to arrive 

and the sun blocked, as if by mortuary smoke. 
How in moving away or having years 


that day now seems to flow from sharper eaves, 
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things reach up to their highest point 

to hold themselves loosely there, collecting 

the exact blur in which the other days 

would linger. Call it dawn or a white gold wound 
or the shine around a greasy pocket, it was 

that which rider and horse rode out of the blue, 
the sheen-text disguised as a cloudfront, 

that thing that lives outside a photograph, 

a series of vague instructions, a tendency in the air 
to be suddenly here and there, requiring candles. 
Thus we learned the fate of stained glass 

and there was a need to spread the method, 

to speak of how it had come and gone 

without knowing at all what it was, 

the clouds so brown and sick they were the house 
of the moment, folding endlessly in 

through charred coasts overhead 

to where the mind breathes through an eye, 
arriving again at the seamless junction of earth 
and a sky carved from broad administrations, 

the air, dull and cracked with years of use, 
shading off into a fear of machines .. . 

young soldiers were in position, final moments, 
the disconnected sheep in the fields not knowing 
they were clouds, the city and the other copies 
behind it, the face of the sky wishing it were weather— 
there was that smell of ozone, honest and untrue, 
meaning none had left yet or been called away 
and we stood there with the name between us... 
waiting for what? The sound of being of, 


and the sense that we would die if we did not. 


THE STATE’S ONLY CHILD 


and then it gradually was, a red sky, 

a sound that had gathered to create the pause 
which came before it, but then it had never come, 
instead the sound of ash falling in the grate 
without any warning that it would 

or that it would grow colorless a thought at a time, 
sometimes faster and colder, 

a little taller as the room leaves. 

And the sky comes down to touch the ground, 
wading through the gold at the bottom 

to where they are, the things and the people 
remembering each other, consulting one another 
for the newly beaten tin of their surface. 

From that moment on, whenever it was, 

at that point roughly between day and night, 

the sunset seems to be a new thing, 

to hold the memory of not having been 

as in a mirror with the glass removed 

where a minute plays an hour and a second 

is that highly listless tour of your own blood, 

an extra freedom that encircles the wrists 

as one song ending in another and the light 
stuck on a house halfway up a hill. 

It is a late fire, caught and fixed 

from impermanence of the atmosphere, 


in which the day appears to be long, 
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wandered through like copper wire or a guest 
forgetting to lock up, the red keys, 

and the sunset disobeying orders 

to leave because they bottom out and change 
as often as the sky, which is not alone 

but for however long is the only thing, 

a perfect behavior because it is not one. 

In which everything moves as if nothing will be remembered: 
the odor of the sun, its color, last names... 
and then the blue, falling through a depression in melody 
uninfected by thoughts of loved ones, 

it doesn’t seem possible to wake any further, 
come any closer to leaving the country, 

be later than the knocked-off top of the sky. 
The last of its horizon leaves the eye 

and then an even darker jet of blue 

in which you can tell that only for everyone 

the time just past is loud enough to see, 

to remember as it happened, almost inside you 
and indefinitely near, almost like having been 
a brother to how it was lived, the fading hour 
which life was too surprising to mourn 


but not to change 
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THE STATE’S ONLY CHILD 


and even in this white-vested morning 

slaked by wanting to wear something else, 
coming through the window as guitar strings 
strung across a wound, a casual storm 

like last year and phrased in cream 

to distract the heart from stopping or starting 
or recalling the unwritten worker’s march 

from half the keys of endless pianos, 

not touching now but begetting the bed 

against the selfrising motion of the trees 
shuddering and climbing up the best parts of themselves, 
in the powerful new ocean of nothing, 

in a war for the meaning of children, 

a disappearing corporation, white wool 

wet with milk and liquid paper, bells 

with a white tone to call white dogs, 

flour and glue to hold the mask in place, 

the bottom of takeout coffee cups, 

the tombs of kings and paper hats, 

the white confusing the four corners of the eyes, 
limiting the life and use of snowflakes, 

a museum’s marble hostages, rice for weddings 
and rice for desperate eating, drum skins 


and the sick white balloon of the sun beating 
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like a sunflower the big gold day 


once dangerous white alone as a seed 


has a dark core I almost remember 


a place without gold spikes for heads 


or the umbilical charity of signatures 


lying wholly or partly open to the sky 


and the hollow school would not come out of me 


looking out on the marriage of its stares 


fearing a kindness from the earth put near 


trying to remember a set of idle hills 


and the long black trains that aren't there 
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PORTRAIT OF THE X FAMILY 


The cemetery is snowy and in the snow. 

It doesn’t exist very much or well 

but the snow survives the quiet daughter of its fall. 
Across the fields the snow has early houses 

and it’s dawn whose diagram will fade first, 

it will never learn enough about music, 

addicted to a dark blue weight 

it will always grow up to be a dead child. 

I don’t want to tell you about this place 

where enemies sleep at the same time 

like a scissors come to rest in the dark, 

the shadows move as old men helped to prison 
and the snow is an eager tartan of their moving 
and then the calm of temporary crossroads 
confining night to a fencelike spill 

which has always very little time left, 

it leans upon a stick composed of winter, 

it keeps trying to make its lover’s bed, 

to shed some color or document the truth, — 

and the snow that fell last night from opposite wings 
remembers itself as a family reluctantly, 

it wasn’t the light from the sun or the happiness 
the sun hates to share, but a placid concentration 
traveling down the stem of sleep’s flower 

until the sky is blue and roughly alone 

in you, a day younger than the thought of the last, 


the clouds a diseased set of coins and now 
the cleaner smoke of their deaths 

as it barely follows some human rules 
and now a chaste tribe of descriptions 


that have yet to belong to each other, 


almost scraping against the same-colored ground. 


Because it has become no longer dawn again, 

a quiet judge counting deathless years 

with blue and white, blue and unsure white. . . . 
Do not prepare or weep at right angles, 

pretend to know who lives here or debate 

how they got up, dressed for the day 

and helped their pain put on its rings. 

Across the snow the fields have early houses 
stationed like a difficult melody 

and according to how much has happened 


the stones rise in the snow and then subside. 
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INVENTION OF LAUGHTER 


The snow is magnetized, a minister in bed, 

and the ditch holds its portion of smiling women. 
The effect is negligible, only a shredded presence 
of other times in this one and so out 

of the forehead came a steady line of white 
seeming to pause longer than it had to, 
borrowing a stillness from orange trees 

and games of chance but not forgetting always 
to be falling and sometimes so irretrievably 

that behind the curtain all was not as it seemed, 
the fate of books drew closer and flowered, 

its sister was not far off, a hole in the air 

causing temporary speechlessness 

in which sight begins to harden its glass, 

this followed by the true anger returning 

and then a breath rising past the eyes 

as the hero waits for a letter to arrive, 

but no amount of thinking can equal the snow, 
its positions remain a secret and one only knows 
that this is life as it happens now, 

climbing back in among the sounds... 

and then it all happens again, which is 

the time itself, beginning to attract white 


honey and sudden sketches of the sea. 


You know how this is: 


the snow fell out the back of the eye 


to become an image on a bedroom wall, 

to join or rejoin its passing family, 

but this is less knowledge or a memory 

than the fame of its fall, how to walk in it 
through leagues and leagues of thoughtlessness 
collecting steps, gladdening the ground and taking 
from its gentle curves a new gravity 

with which to oppose the sky, bring to it 

an adjacency the snow itself could not provide. 
And when the road shines up at the sun 

it grows difficult not to think of its ice 

as the mirror one carries down a road 

from which the world begins to flow, as like 

as rain to water or nausea to happiness, 

the pressure a sleeping woman exerts. 

She has put down her brush but the stroke continues 
as though required to check on its form 

until both have gone harmlessly from sight, 
becoming a prescience of the next day 

where an infinite family sits in shock 

by the arc being readied for its longest calls, 


spires budding under absent sun. 


Often it’s then that a branch cracks 

and in the resulting crispness of white and blue 
the lip gleams with unintentional light, 

one is not alone so much as ridden 

down to a gilded place, the one which until 
then had been carrying no sense of its sound, 
now it opens and all objects exist 

as a kind of casual, unexpected remorse 


sent to frame and champion the air, 
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this was the meaning of space and the season 
passing through, they formed a threshold 
with scenes on either side and as the snow 
fell back among its kinsmen the divided one 
looked on at the white ashes 

and slowing beads, the flakes like jokes 

that newborns tell about their homes, 

and everywhere the smell of mint and effort 
growing too young for features or the right 

to think, to do anything but stand 

in the sudden clearness without victims and be 
the one through whom the work has come, 
leaning back into thinner air til it’s visible, 
the cube of rounded glass where winter bends 


and promises to return without saying when. 
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SECOND SUMMER 


What comes dropping down are 
figments of the earlier parts 
of the year. An orange tank passes through flames, the deep 
ice of uncertain, Octobered air—: red automobiles 
push used leaves out their blue 
windows. 
Comes dropping down, greener 

parts of the year: cracked zephyrs gusting away 
from themselves . . . down through ochre 
jeeps and tanks, the red cars. October wind 
sometimes a sunset made mild with falling 
freight, as if much that was so is now 
once more. 

Dropping down through hanging maple 
tolls come hotter parts and their priors, their futures. Ice’s 
hold on, relent of, earlier designs. October sometimes 
a bland return to revving through the same 
never-had-as-lover clear spaces, to growth ruses, 
madder banks of cloud flirting westerly 
with blues. 

Down through which are the last parts 
of earlier plans: clemencies among the silver 
warplanes of building cold, écru tents of last 
heats, in an ebb of strategy. Each in sunset’s camouflage—sunset’s 


mutations of intention— bruised tiers, darker cars, big new clouds of breath, — 
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October wind in which some burdened guesses 


as to how 


the year will take itself apart and you. 
Last night I felt I could die. 
I felt strong. 
There was heat around me. 


I had no friends I wanted. 
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OMERTA 


Thank you for this classical map in which 

the first duty of the sun is be the sun, 

cause growth, growth of cancer, topics and tropics 
and die every night. And so without reference 

to another life the ore of day breaks loose 

from a basalt créche of lost evening stars. 

The sky bows from its waist for these antique sleights 
of land, now an airy goldenhour pater 

above an all-siding sea, that which licks 

at the countries sent through this unexplained war, 
the slow bedraggling dispossessions. 

We will speak, you and I, when we do, 

and not before, as countries do, a sea 

between causing interest or only a line 

there marking the lives of color. Never 

ask if you have enough room or not enough 

in which to breed a set of questions. 

You are that question, —asked into the death 

of hours. This old map you have passed me, 

the land ends before the paper ceases, 

please, how is it still being possible? 

The world must have been lovely when they thought 
it looked like that, a night flagged with few lights, 
late units of romance, whomever-candles— 

ideas as a protection against 


the crude possibilities of sunlight, 


83 


ransom and penance of looking up and down 
as now first gestures of dawn touching up 

each nation almost equally and you 

can't keep your thoughts arriving shaped, more or less, 
like the world, you can’t have the world you think 
of shaped, more or less, like your head. In both 
everything, heartbreak, dividing back to sight, 
ideas weaken I guess in the sunlight 

now night arrogance is gone, dividing back 

in a (too fast!) cartographer’s nightmare. 
Thank you for this sea of ignorance 

more felonious in summer than winter, 

I will see you when it’s no longer dawn 

among the double-cutting reinstatements 

of daytime, my donor, my speechcoach. 

We are scrawled on night like a partial code 
fully understood—then the earth returns 
around the sun as a killer of positions. 

Each time it’s a little easier 

to know what to say and somewhat easier 
(orange layer of dust on the light blue corpse) 
(I must remember to look into that) 


not to talk 
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WINTER ROSE 


And then the French came and they killed us. 
And then the French came, they killed us over 
and over, they kissed us to red ruins, 

they came and they killed us with melodies 


and thinking, they whelmed us in their leather 


sine wave, they made a postscript with black boots, 


they came through the snow like a big thought. 
They killed us and they kept killing us 

until we spread out as some legacy 

in a red-and-white feuilleton of snow, 

they kept killing us in this French manner. 
And we bled a blue blood read aloud 

to the whole body, to the French around us 

like the lights of a dominant class, 

the day seemed full of a blond perfume, 

it was growing quiet . . . wait, said the French— 
before the snow be fully marcelled— 

before the heart crack its red vest of words — 


and only then were we everywhere dead. 
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